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I KILLED A MAN. HORRIBLY. 
MAYBE HE DIDN'T DESERVE 
IT. MAYBE HE DID. 

I DON’T FUCKING KNOW. 


NOW T HAVE REJECTED A 
LIFE OF VIOLENCE FOR ONE 
OF QUIET CONTEMPLATION 

AND CHARITABLE DOINGS. 


BUT TROUBLE FOLLOWS 
ME AROUND LIKE A JACK 
RUSSELL ON HEAT, AND 
RIGHT NOW I CAN’T SHAKE 
THE FUCKER OFF MY LEG... 


y, 
=) 
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Se = penee 
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WHAT 

THE HELL? 

SHE'S PULLING 
AWAY... 


JUST 
SHUT UP YOUR 
MOANING AND 
KILL HER/ 


by“ 


Mg 
Wi 
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GET HER, 


OHH...FUCK ME...YOU MADE 
TOTAL CHUTNEY OUT OF US. 
AND IT’S NOT EVEN 
LUNCHTIME YET. 


SHUT UP 
WHO ARE YOU? 
WHO SENT 
YOU? 


A 


AND YOU'D 
BETTER OWN UP 
QUICK - MY TEAM ARE 
STILL HUNGRY FOR A 
KNACKER SANDWICH, 
IF YOU KNOW 
WHAT IT MEAN. 


STOP! WAIT A 
MINUTE...HOW DID 
YOU DO THAT? THAT 
SPIRITUAL FLOATING 
THING? 


WHAT DO YOu 
CARE? YOU'RE A 
HIRED KILLER - DEATH 
IS YOUR BREAD AND 
MISERY IS YOUR BUTTER. 


IT HASN'T ALWAYS BEEN THAT 
WAY FOR ME - WHEN I WAS A 
KID MY MOTHER USED TO 
RUN YOGA CLASSES OUT OF 
HER HIPPY CAFE IN THE 
EVENINGS. 


THEN, ONE 
DAY, THE PLACE WAS 
ROBBED BY A BUNCH 
OF GREASERS, SHE 
WAS SHOT DEAD IN 
THE FIGHT. 


I NEVER REALLY 
LEARNT TO DEAL 
WITH THE PAIN AND 
THE ANGER SOT 
TURNED THEM 
INTO A CAREER 
INSTEAD. 


L..I CAN'T. IT'S 

MORE THAN MY 
LIFE IS WORTH 
TO TELL YOU. 


OKAY, BOOGA, 

YOU KNOW WHAT TO Do: 
BOILED-EGG THE BASTARD; 
THEN UP WITH THE CORNISH PASTY; 
THEN LEAVE HIM OUT IN THE MIDDLE 
OF THE ROAD FOR THE VULTURES, 
LIKE WE DID WITH THE LAST TWAT. 


od 
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WOW...LES...T CAN’T 
BELIEVE T HAVE SO 
MUCH EMPATHY WITH YOU - 
ESPECIALLY SEEING AS 
YOU'RE DRESSED 
LIKE ore A CUNT. 


+BO YOU 
WANT TO JOIN US? 
WE CAN TEACH You 
HOW TO CHANNEL YOUR 
ANGER AND TURN IT 
INTO A POSITIVE 
FORCE. 


I’M NOT USUALLY ONE TO 
SWITCH MY LOYALTIES SO 
EASILY, BUT AFTER SEEING 
WHAT YOU CAN DO, I’M GONNA 
HAVE TO SIGN UP - [ 
BE A DREAM COME TRUE 
TO WORK ALONGSIDE 
YOU GUYS! 


FUCK ME! LISTEN TO THIS...“U-LEEN 
HAPPY, WIFE OF MURDERED TV 
HOST CHARLIE, HAS STRUCK IT RICH 
WITH HER OWN BRAND OF HIGH 
ALCOHOL CONTENT LAGER. FANS 
OF THE HAPPYS ARE BUYING IT 

BY THE CASELOAD.” 


LOOK AT THE STATE OF ° AND CHECK THIS OUT - 


THE WOMAN! SHE'S TURNED HER BEER FACTORY IS 


INTO AN ORANGE VERSION REAL CLOSE BY. JUST 
OF THE HULK/ A COUPLE OF DOZEN 
CLICKS EAST 


OF HER' 


‘= 


GREAT. ONE LAST 


HERE, READ 
THIS. I'M NOT 
SAYING ANY 
MORE. 


OW 


OKAY, LET'S 
CLEAN UP THIS MESS 
AND START MOVING 
THROUGH THE BUSH. 
LOCK ALL OF YOUR 
UNNECESSARY SHIT 
IN THE TANK. 


WE'RE GONNA TAKE 
THIS FIGHT RIGHT 
BACK TO U-LEEN - SEE 
IF WE CAN'T FINISH 
IT LIKE DECENT, 
CIVILISED HUMAN 
BEINGS. 


WHAT THE FUCK DO 
YOU MEAN BY THAT, 
BARNEY? 


I MEAN...ALL 
THIS PRETENDING 
TO BE PEACEFUL AND 
SHIT...EVERYTHING 
WE FIRST TALKED 
ABOUT HAS FALLEN 
BY THE WAYSIDE... 


MY GOD... 
I HADN'T EVEN 
“TOU RNOW, SOURE 
Riou. Weve BEEN... pyc Bee, 


a YEAH, LIKE 


THAT’S GONNA 
HAPPEN! 


WERE JUST AS \ 
HORRIBLE AS WE EVER WERE, ONLY 
NOW WE'RE FLOATING AROUND AND STUFF, 
WEARING WHITE GOWNS AND SPOUTING 
OFF ABOUT PURITY AND SPIRITUALITY. 


NK: 

LIKE A JUMP 
JET. I'M GOING 
UP FORA 
CLOSER 
LOOK. 


WHAT CAN YOU 
SEE, BOOGA? 
FIND ANY I.D. ON 
THE PILOT? 


NO, NOTHING, THE POOR BASTARD THERE’S STILL SOME 
WAS CRUSHED ON IMPACT AND MARKINGS ON THE 
THEN BURNT TO A CRISP WHEN FUSELAGE... THERE'S 

THE FUEL TANKS WENT UP A NUMBER... 
004423633... 


OH SHIT. 


mune newell 


THAT... wlTS 
iT BURNT JET GIRL’S 
TOUT JET HARRIER 


y FUCK IT, T HAVEN'T GOT 
TIME FOR THIS RIGHT NOW. 
LET'S PRESS ON. I WANT 
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YOU ALL TO PUT ANY xX ¢ “he 
THOUGHTS ABOUT ~ 
THIS ON HOLD. / VA 
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MEANWHILE, A FEW 
HUNDRED MILES AWAY, AT 


GREEN AND PLEASANT TIME... 


AS NICE AS THIS IS, I DON’T 
THINK I CAN SPEND THE REST 
OF MY LIFE ROLLING AROUND 
IN EMPTY LUXURY. 


BESIDES, THIS PLACE JUST 
DOESN'T MAKE ANY SENSE 
WITHOUT A BUTLER. IT'S 
LIKE A BAR WITHOUT A 
BARTENDER. 


MAYBE T SHOULD'VE NN 
KEPT OL’ PERVIS ON FOR 
AWHILE. AT LEAST THEN I'D 
HAVE SOMEONE TO MIX MY 
COCKTAILS...AND HE WOULDN'T 
HAVE MADE OFF WITH 
MY FUCKING JET. 


TWO DAYS 
EARLIER... 


THE 
WORLD IS MY 
OYST... 


«ER, OH SHIT! 
I'VE SUDDENLY 
FORGOTTEN HOW 
TO FLY! 


HE’S PROBABLY 
HAVING THE TIME OF 
HIS LIFE. T’LL LET IT 
GO - CALL IT MY GOOD 
DEED FOR THIS 
YEAR. 


_[ I DON'T KNOW WHY I DIDN'T DO THIS 


YEARS AGO! TO THINK THAT I'VE 
WASTED THIRTY YEARS OF MY LIFE 
IN SERVICE pew aa BASTARD 


Ww 
RUNNING OUT ON ME, 
YOU BITCH? I THOUGHT 
YOU WERE SUPPOSED 
TO BE MY FRIEND? 


No, I 
NOT FUCKING DEAD. 


“M Se “ 
I THOUGHT THAT YOU 1% 
venous) | | | 
7 MME ae EO 
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AKE A 
LOOK AT THE 
FRONT PAGE OF 
MONDAYS PAPER - 
YOU'LL KNOW 
WHERE TO 
FIND Me. 


UF. WHY THE 
IAM your / FUCK DO YOU LOOK 
FRIEND. T JUST LIKE A GHOST? TM 
CAN'T HANDLE IT WHEN TOO STONED AND YOU'RE 
YOU START ACTING LIKE FREAKING ME OUT. ARE 
A TOTAL KNOB-STICK. 4 YOU DEAD, OR WHAT? 


CLEARLY 
NOT. SO WHAT'S 
HAPPENING? WHERE 
ARE YOU? 


CHRIST. 
BETTER GET MY 
SHIT TOGETHER 

THEN. 
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OH GOD...MY HEAD... 
WHERE THE HELL IS 
MY...WHAT DID T 


JUST GOES TO SHOW WHAT 
THAT IDIOT KNOWS - I'VE 
NEVER FELT BETTER IN 
MY WHOLE LIFE/ 


~ 


. 
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I’M NOT A FUCKING 
TEENAGER. 


IT WAS YOUR DOCTOR'S ORDERS TO 
CUT DOWN, REMEMBER? HE THINKS THE 
ACCELERATED BREWING PROCESS 
IS CAUSING AN ADVERSE 
REACTION IN YOU. 


NO, FUCK IT; HAVE HIM 


{ BUMPED OFF. THAT'LL TEACH 
\ UIM To TELL Me THAT I 
\ CAN'T HAVE A DRINK. 


AND GET 

THAT LITTLE BRAT 

BACK TO WORK. 
: EVERY MOMENT HE'S 

PAY SOMEONE NOT WORKING, I’M 

TO HAVE THE QUACK LOSING BEER... 
STRUCK FROM THE 
REGISTER... 


STRONGER LAGER 


Definitely Not Made From Gnat’s Urine 


a 


BARRY, IN HERE, 
RIGHT NOW. T WANT 
A FULL REPORT ON 

THAT TANK BITCH. 


AND FIND 
SOME WAY OF 
TURNING UP THE 
HEAT IN THERE - 
IT’S SUPPOSED TO 
NOT A pucKina’ 
BREE WALK IN y SO...BARRY... AND DON’T HOLD 
THE PARK. | | YOU USELESS BACK ON ME, WE NEED 
| CUNTBAG...WHAT NEWS TO NAIL THAT MURDEROUS 
HAVE YOU GOT? LITTLE WHORE, AND SOON. 


WELL, I'VE GOT SOME BAD 
NEWS AND SOME GOOD 
NEWS AND THEN I'VE GOT 
A BIT MORE BAD 
NEWS. 


THE BAD 
NEWS IS THAT THE 
EXIT WARRIOR 
|S DEAD. 


ELECTRIC LES HE'S SUCCUMBED TO THE WAYS 
HAS CONFRONTED OF CARIOCA AND HAS JOINED 
TANK GIRL AND HE'S FORCES WITH TANK GIRL. 
STILL ALIVE. 


...L'M GONNA TAKE HER OUT 
PERSONALLY - LET'S FINISH 
THIS CRAPPY GAME ONCE 
AND FOR ALL. 


I WANT HER EXACT 
LOCATION, HOW LONG 
WILL THAT TAKE? 


/ FOR PETE'S FUCKING 
SAKE? WHAT'S THE MATTER 
WITH EVERYBODY? EVEN THE BECAUSE T WILL, YOU 
WORLD'S BESTTRAINED ASSASSINS KNOW...YEAH, FUCK IT... 
ARE WIMPING OUT. DO I HAVE WHY NOT... FEEL MORE 
TO DO EVERYTHING MYSELF? | THAN UP FOR THE JOB... 


NO, DID YOU 
EVEN DEEPER IN FART? 
THE BUSH... 
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DID YOU HEAR 
SOMETHING? 


I COULD'VE 
SWORN I HEARD SOMEONE 
SHOUTING YOUR NAME. 


THERE ARE MORE BOUNTY HUNTERS OUT 
THERE, YOU KNOW. THEY'LL BE TRACKING 
YOU RIGHT NOW, REPORTING YOUR EVERY 
MOVE BACK TO U-LEEN. 


OH YEAH? WELL 
THEY'D BETTER THINK 
TWICE BEFORE THEY 
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EVERYONE HIT ~ 
THE DECK! - 


sKRIPPI 


BOOGA? 

YOU OKAY UP 
WK THERE? 
4 r 


TREE STICKING OUT MY 


SHOULDER, I’M FINE. 


WE'LL HAVE 
YOU DOWN IN A JIFFY. 
JUST STAY RIGHT 
WHERE YOU ARE. 


EVERYBODY ELSE, 
SPREAD OUT AND 
MOVE FORWARD 
SLOWLY. AND WATCH 
OUT FOR TRAPS, 


THESE BASTARDS 
FIGHT DIRTY. 


ri 
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HOLD ON, 
BOOGA, THIS 
ISN'T GOING 

TO HURT A 

BIT... 


HEY, TANK GIRL/ 
YOU'D BETTER GET OVER 
HERE - I THINK I'VE 
FOUND THEIR BASE CAMP. 


SHIT. CRACK OPEN ONE OF THE CASES, 
ANDY. WE MIGHT BE ABLE TO USE 
SOME OF THESE. 


T RECOGNISE 
THIS STUFF...IT 
BELONGS TO MALLORY 
FUCKFACE, ONE OF 
THE OTHER BOUNTY 
HUNTERS THAT 
U-LEEN HIRED 
TO KILL YOU. 


HOW'S 
MY BRAVE 
SOLDIER? 


FIT FOR 
ANOTHER TEN 
ROUNDS, 
BOSS. 


PASS ‘EM AROUND, ANDY. I THINK IT’S 
TIME WE GOT OUT OF THESE DAMNED 
GOWNS. MINE’S SO FILTHY IT'S 
STARTING TO ATTRACT ALL KINDS 
OF UNWHOLESOME CREEPY 
CRAWLIES. 


YOU OKAY 
WITH THAT, 
TANK GIRL? 


BASTARD. TELL 
THE TEAM TO TAKE 
WHAT THEY NEED AND 
DESTROY THE REST. 
AND WATCH OUT 
FOR TRAPS. 


BY THE LOOKS 
OF THIS FIRE, THEY'VE 
BEEN GONE A WHILE. 


YEAH, BARN, 
WHATEVER. YOU 
WERE RIGHT - 
WE'VE LOST 
OUR WAY WITH 
CARIOCA. 


WHERE THE 
HELL DID HE COME 
FROM? CATCH THE 

LITTLE BUGGER AND 
MAKE HIM TELL. 


FUCK ME. 
WE'VE FOUND IT/ 
es 

THERE; THERE'S AN : 

OVERGROWN PATHWAY. 


WHEN I WAS YOUNG J 

T HAD SOME FUN ss 
YOU SHOULD'VE SEEN THE THINGS I DID jay 
I DRANK A PINT OF PETROL 

COZ I WAS A KRAZY KID 


THE LONE RANGER AND DICK TRACY 
CASEY JONES AND THE FLASHING BLADE 
A GAME OF WAR 

THE DAILY CHORES 

A GLASS OF CHERRYADE 


SLADE WERE ON CONSTANT ee nTian 
ON A FIDELITY RECORD PLAYER 

I WORE SIX BUTTON LOONS 

I LISTENED TO THE GOONS 

AND DID MY HAIR LIKE LEO SAYER 


NOW ALL THAT STUFF MEANS NOTHING 
TO THE PEOPLE WHO WERE NOT THERE 
I’M SURE YOU'VE GOT SOME STORIES 
AND YOU MAY CHOOSE TO BORE ME 
BUT FRANKLY I DON’T FUCKING CARE 


THE MOOWDOGS 


NTALKING IN Tue 
< iE 


THE MOONDOGS NEVER MADE IT BIG 

AND I'VE OFTEN WONDERED WHY 

WHEN ALL THE STARS ALIGNED FOR THEM 
AND THE WRITING WAS UP IN THE SKY 


THEY HAD THEIR OWN TV SHOW 

THE SONGS WITH CATCHY HOOKS 

THE BASS PLAYER HAD A CUTE SMILE 
THE GUITARIST HAD CHISELLED LOOKS 


BUT SUCCESS WAS NOT ON THE MENU 
AND THE GODS ELECTED TO FOUL ‘EM 
WHEN THEY FLEW FROM DERRY TO NYC 
AND RUNDGREN FUCKED UP THEIR ALBUM 


THE MOONDOGS ARE STILL AROUND I HEAR 
WHICH ONLY GOES TO PROVE 

NO MATTER WHAT SHITE LIFE THROWS AT YOU 
TRUE BRILLIANCE WILL ALWAYS SHINE THROUGH 


FF 


